AMERICANS   ALL

She said, "I don't think anything would be the
matter." So she 'phoned him, and he came. Big, hand-
some, bearded, grinning, with a ten-gallon Borsolino
hat that advertised him as an anarchist as far as any-
body could see him; a deep blue shirt, well dressed,
bland, puffing at an expensive Havana cigar, and as
amiable as a lamb. I grinned back and looked at his
pigskin luggage, and said, "Times have certainly
changed, haven't they? Emma Goldman's pretty well
off too. She has a lovely villa on the Riviera." He
laughed, and said, " What makes you think I'm pros-
perous? " I said, " Well, I envy you your hat, and that
proletarian blue shirt of yours cost more than my white
one/' He kept smiling, but pulled his shirt collar open,
and underneath it his throat was cut from ear to ear, a
deep old scar that had nearly cost him his life in Pitts-
burgh, where he had gone unescorted to speak some
years ago, though friends and even the police warned
him that an attempt was to be made against his life.
He said, " I'm a little prosperous now, but I've been
ragged and in gaol without a nickel often enough."

I couldn't help respecting and liking him, just as I
had liked and respected Emma Goldman, though, if
anybody cares to know it, I'm an old-fashioned reaction-
ary Ogden Mills Tory black Republican. I don't really
know anything about politics, and have no political
ideals, affiliations, or convictions. It's merely that I own
both a house and a habitable barn, and am afraid some-
body might take one of them away from me. But I liked
Carlo Tresca. He's so exciting and colourful a char-
acter that when The New Yorker did a profile of him

88